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I, Lord Kitchener, Earl of Khartoum,
dedicate my message in this book
To the World
which is groping for the Light.






To my men whom I led in fields of

conflict, who obeyed my commands and

were staunch, noble and true, and to

those others who fought for justice and

the right, I, Kitchener of Khartoum,
send my salutation.






INTRODUCTION

In this message which I, Lord Kitchener, Earl of
Khartoum, have given, I have tried to describe the
glory of the great beyond which is called the astral.
To express such a truth in words is not easy, but I
have used the plainest language at my command.

I wish to state that the personalities appearing in
the pages of this book were not chosen by me through
any personal preference. They came under my ob-
servation in the exact order in which they are men-
tioned. Many of them I knew in my earthly life and
therefore it was quite natural that I should meet
them here.

I wish to say also that it would be impossible for
me to mention in one book the many heroes I have
met here who passed out fighting for justice and the
right. All of these carried on nobly and to write of
any one in particular would be an injustice to the
others; hence I feel in honor bound to speak of none
by name.

Some may wonder how I have been able to give
the exact words used by myself and others in every
instance. In explanation, let me say that in the astral
mind is similar to a camera which records the words
and actions transpiring around the individual. By
throwing oneself into a negative state the pages of
this book of memory may be turned back and past
occurrences revealed at will.

It has been somewhat difficult to send this mes-
sage over the astral wireless, as there are many forces
surrounding the earth which attempt to hinder the
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forthcoming of the Truth, but I have succeeded, and
I feel that if this book is read with an open heart it
will be accepted, for it has been my greatest wish to
deliver a message revealing the greater life which is
every man‘s heritage from God.

When I lived upon the earth I tried to do my
duty and to express kindness and brotherly love. As
I speak to the world again, from the plane of eternal
life, I speak what is the truth.

May the doubters believe! May those who long
to have visions, see! May those who fear, be fear-
less! May those who hate, know love! May those
who desire faith, possess it! May those who wish to
overcome death, know eternal life! For God is Truth
and whomsoever believeth upon Him shall have Ever-
lasting Life.






smile and do not frown; give and do not wonder what
you will receive in return.

Strive to light the way. Think of your fellow-
man, for he is your brother and God loves him as much
‘as He loves you. Therefore, reflect that love within,
cheer and be kind to every man, for who knows, per-
haps in the end it will come back more than a hundred-
fold.

So if the tale be far from your creed, do not
criticise too harshly, for God shows the way and He
sometimes takes strange means to do so. The least
we can do is to open our hearts; and when the right
truth comes along, it will pour itself in and fill all the
dark places, and all will be light and love.

Every man finds truth in a different way. He
"who waits with a heart open as a little child’s will
receive the truth. To his eyes it will be the truth,
whether it is to his fellowman or not. No matter
what creed fills your heart, it will lead you down the
same path as your brothers. The path leads to the one
God. one Life. God is the Teacher and we are His
pupils, but all in different classes in life, each striv-
ing to know the answers to the problems; and although
man takes many ways, each way is a different lesson.
When the lessons are learned, we all go down the same
path to our Teacher, God. He will judge our lessons,
for God is Love and Life.
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LORD KITCHENER LIVES

I, Lord Kitchener, give this message to those
who believe and to those who perhaps sometime will
believe :

As the war swept the countries of Europe, I did
my part as one man, although I wished I might do the
work of a thousand men or more. But I was a human,
encased in flesh and bones, hampered by the walls of
the material—in the body of one man, and, therefore, I
could do only one man’s work. In 1916 I prepared
to go on my mission to Russia. My heart ached for
humanity in her blind rush for liberty or death.

Russia, God knows, needed help and does now,
like a poor beaten child who has overpowered its ruler
and gone mad with freedom, establishing no laws or
order by which it might benefit itself before
some other country was forced to take command. I
had all sympathy for Russia, for she is a splendid
country if handled rightly, so I looked forward to the
work, confident I could handle the situation.

We left England on the “Q-T.” It was supposed
to be a secret from our enemy, Germany. We left
after nightfall; only a few of my intimate friends
knew I was going. I trusted them. The crew was
supposed to be trustworthy; the officials were picked.

For a couple of hours we had some trouble dodg-
17 '



ing submarines, but nothing serious occurred. It was
rather foggy. The crew was kept busy with the
ship. The officials were in the saloon, but I preferred
to be alone that night. I had a depressed feeling, a
strange inward foreboding.

I stayed in my cabin and had my dinner. I read
a newspaper and wrote a letter. It was about seven-
thirty when I decided to go up on deck. Pulling on my
overcoat, wrapping my throat with my scarf, and pick-
ing up my hat, I left my cabin.

As I proceeded along the passageway, I was
attracted to a cabin-boy, who darted out of a shadow,
and as he did so, glanced at me sharply, an expression
of peculiar guilt in his eyes. I wondered—it was not
his presence that disturbed me; it was his actions and
expression.

I climbed the stairs and walked down the deck.
A chilly wind was blowing and the fog was so dense
one could scarcely see ten feet ahead. The sea was
very rough; a storm threatened. I made my way
along the deck and then seated myself in a secluded
spot. I gazed into the blackness for some moments
and then I dozed off.

In about half an hour I opened my eyes. I jumped
to my feet, then sank back again to my chair. - I con-
cluded I had been dreaming, that I had not heard any-
one call my name as I had at first thought when I
awoke. I must have been dreaming; it could not be a
reality.

I leaned forward and peered into the darkness
around me. I saw no form, nor did I hear a footfall.
I pulled out my watch and looked at the time. It was
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plecen.  In a few moments more the light revealed
wnly @ rough oily ocean.

A profound silence seemed to fill the night. I hur-
ried up the deck to the pilot and was informed that we
had a alightly shattered stern but that we would reach
the shore safely. The submarine had missed us be-
caune of the extremely dark, foggy night. It had
wierely speculated as to our vulneiable spot.  Undoubt-
edly it had been following us for hours.

| went back to my cabin. I sat down at the desk.
Upon it were papers, not valuable ones, it was true;
but | concluded from their confused condition that
some one had broken in upon my privacy. I found
none of the papers missing but the discovery startled
me and I determined to investigate the matter. I had
helieved I could trust every one aboard the ship.

Then I remembered the cabin boy. I was some-
what puzeled. I pondered over many things; a strange
forchoding stirred within me. I realized that, if an
accident should occur, it would be impossible to reach
the shore. Then I was impelled to write something,
so took up my pen and I wrote as follows, just as the
words came to me:

To THE WORLD

“I hear the cries for peace ring on the tongues of
the beaten and I hear it ring on the tongues of the
victors, the people. The people must choose lest de-
struction sweep the world and trample down both good
and bad. For peace must come soon or men will die;
rivers will run blood-red.

“In years a mighty army may form which will

20












“I will speak again. I shall materialize to a
noble English family and others, in the near future.
I will give messages and I will help all I can. I will
work constantly and try to dissolve this condition.

“In the astral, thought is like a glass of water
with a chemical in it and, like thought, it affects our
health for good or bad. Good thoughts bring har-
mony; bad thoughts bring evil. But by continued
right thinking, one may dissolve all bad conditions
around and about him.

“I cannot realize I am so near my end, the end of a
great lesson. I hope I have passed well; but what I do
not deserve, I do not want. I pray all the mistakes I
have ever made will be atoned. I wish to have my
lesson as nearly perfect as possible. I am only going
on to another lesson, to another class.

“May my message be heeded, for I wish to do
what I can for mankind. I will help all T can.

Kitchener of Khartoum.”

I folded the message which had come to me so
peculiarly, but in which I believed. I then wrote a
letter to my sister.

I rose and stepped to the window and looked out
into the night and as I stood there I became restless.
I sank into a chair and reflected on the matter of in-
vestigating as to who had entered my cabin. Then
I rose, and suddenly, for I heard the key click in the
cabin door. I pulled out my watch as I stepped toward
the door. It was about eight forty-five. I tried the
door and drew back alarmed, for it was locked. I was
puzzled.
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huge gate, lined with a golden light. I saw the gate
swing open. I saw my guide pass through and I
followed. As I passed through the so-called gate I
felt a peculiar stinging in my left shoulder.

With a feeling not altogether of confidence I
turned toward my guide, but I did not have to speak
for he read my thought. He said, “The stinging in
your shoulder is but a passing physical sensation. Pay
not the least attention to it and it will go.”

No sooner had he spoken and explained than I
felt relieved. On we proceeded,—in what seemed to
me to be barren darkness, when suddenly I heard
voices singing softly.

Again my guide spoke, “Those are voices of the
astral. They are singing to bring harmony into all
vibrations, for the sound of a word, when sung, is like
a magnet attracting good. It clears all space of evil
and brings harmony.

I did not reply but felt much strengthened and as
if T had a basis of understanding dawning in the
darkness.

Soon I was conscious of another form, that of a
woman, rather tall and stately. I seemed to recall her
face but at the moment I did not know who she was.
There came the sudden realization that my two friends
were conversing. They scarcely moved their lips and
I realized that the thoughts passing between them were
read mentally.

The man and the woman took my hands and,
with me between them, proceeded, where I did not
know ; but I trusted.

Some time passed and again I began to feel weak.
All about me faded and darkness began to come.
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stood a long time. Then she sat down and said, “You
must have faith, much of the great faith.”

“Yes,” I replied.

For a long time neither of us spoke; then she
arose and floated across the room. When she
returned she held in her hand a plate. It was at this
time I realized that my former guide had returned.
They bade me sit up. Then they placed upon my
head the plate.

The top was a steel and round, like a disk, and
there were two ear pockets, made of a steel-like ma-
terial, which clung to my ears. Coming from each ear
pocket was a funnel with a round opening at the end.
They fastened this upon me with a strap which clasped
very tightly beneath my chin.

My guide said, “Listen.”

Some time passed. I heard many voices but caught
few words. It sounded as though many people were
in conversation. My guide spoke. I heard his voice
distinctly above the confusion, but he seemed to be a
great distance away, yet the vibration of his voice sent
a tingling in my ears.

*“Do you hear anything ?”

“Yes,” I replied, “I hear a great many voices all
talking at once, but understanding them is practically
impossible.”

He smiled and it seemed to me his form stood out
more distinctly.

“It may be difficult now but it is not impossible.
You have done very well.”

I did not reply, for I heard a man say something
about his wife passing over and that he intended to
meet her. Then I heard another man say something
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spiritual strength possihie o get out of their duiches
Why I did zat teke mitice oI iz Yelf:ze is mote T
I can unders:iznd”

He was cisturded and fastenad Iis eves upin the
back of the piic:. Wi grew tazse. —_5 fzce bevoming
white. I did n:: move uzmil I feard Giadsione
say under his Yrea:k = my :a::.c- “He :5 e ..gnt—

Black Clrcle _m:'. l.he Rim

Gladstcne's fzce was darxened  He clasped his
hands tighily and leaned forward. I could see his
eyes were straining as he coneent rated upcfl a ceriain
spot in the back of the pilit’s neck.

I noticed the spct quiver, and quite suddenly and
unexpectedly. the pil:t turmed and met Gladstone's
eyes.

“Lay off there,” he said roughly.

Gladstone rose. My father gripped his arm. “Do
not antagonize him any more; I feel it is not the best
method.”

Gladstone sank into his seat and his face seemed
strained and tired.

“He is trying to work into my aura now; I feel
his thought,” he said as he closed his eves and sat
still.

I began to feel quite uncomfortable—it became
very close in the torpedo. My breath came in gasps.
I rose and stumbled forward. 1 fell at the pilot’s feet
and he gripped my shoulder with a large, powerful
hand. I was too weak to move; his eyes were
fastened upon me.

My father rose and came forward, but the pilot
lifted his hand and spoke. “You had better take care)
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Then it became light, and the silver sheet van-
shed. and again there was an intermission, and those
about me began to converse. This time they spoke in
bushed voices and there was an inward faith in each
beart It seemed to me that it was hours that great
organ of the heavens poured forth its ponderous but
soothing notes. We all praved at times, and when we
conversed it was mostly upon the war and its ending.

King Edward said to me, “Do vou see to the right
those many rows of yvouthful appearing beings?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“They are the soldiers and sailors who passed
out of the physical body during this war and they are
here in a body concentrating the mighty force of their
thought toward peace and the victory of the right.”

It was a wonderful thing to look upon them.
They sat straight and their eves flashed light. Their
faces were transparent and they were tense in body.

“Those are not all that passed out, are they?” I
asked.

*No.” he replied. “but that is a great majority.
There are many who were not able to come on account
of being cn the rest planes. and there are some who
are vet to be saved from the earth-bound state, but we
have found that since the Christ has visited the earth
so frequently there are few in the earth-bound state,
and the Black Circle has gathered in almost no new
subjects.

“There are many in those rows who are soon to
reincarnate. After the Convention at least fifty per
cent «f those vou see there will go to the planes to
prepare to return to a physical existence. Most of
them are anxious to go hack. because there were many
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they all had to undergo treatments which prepared
them for the Convention. Many of us have been busy
all the time of late on the rest planes where most of
‘them go when they first arrive.”

“What is a rest plane like?”’ I asked.

“There are many'of these recuperation planes,”
he replied. “They are in a favorable atmosphere and
there are many large buildings filled with light. When
the new arrivals are too weak to go about we keep
them comfortable in these spacious restful sanitariums,
and later they go out into the wonderful gardens.
The grounds surrounding these buildings are mar-
velous, with trees and flowers, and many beautiful
vistas.

“Vistors are seldom allowed on the rest planes,
as those there need quietness and rest. The recuper-
ating ones do not study, but relax completely. We
have there some of the best helpers of the astral, who
are wonderful in their ceaseless assistance. There are
few earth-bounds now, so many have risen and know
the light.

“There are many soldiers and sailors who were
not able to come to the Convention, but a chosen dele-
gation was brought, and all of these have not only
overcome a great deal, but have been given special
treatments to enable them to be present.”

Again came great peals from the organ and I saw
many of those who had left the assembly walk in and
take their seats.

“We have another period yet,” said my brother
Frederick Walter, “before the Convention will be
called to order.”

As the strains of the organ died away in the dis-
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tance, Gounod said, “I do believe that if music were
taught to every child, and if it were heard in every
place where possible—beautiful music full of harmony
—there would be peace vibrations surrounding the
earth.”

He paused.. “There are many types of music on
the earth. There is one—let me see, I believe it is
called ‘jazz’.” He paused again, leaning forward and
holding his chin in his hand. “There are two kinds
of ‘jazz’, the kind which is gruesome and decidedly
unfit, and there is another kind which has a livelier,
gayer note. I call that ‘semi-jazz,’ and I advocate the
latter variety to a certain extent. A certain amount
of this ‘semi-jazz’ might be wholesome and suitable,
but there are many ‘jazz’ melodies which cause shiv-
erings of the body and strange chills, which I believe
disturb the nervous system. This does not appear to
affect the dancer, or the one who hears, at the time, but
the following day the system is highly-strung and
quite out of tune. I have listened on the wire to these
two kinds of syncopation.

“Of course I advocate classical music, as I love
it, and am interested in harmony vibration through
music, but as long as there are so many types of music
existing on the earth, a certain amount of ‘semi-jazz’
may be all right. What I do dislike is to hear clas-
sical music ‘jazzed.” FEach type of music should be
kept distinct, and if each is played in the proper time,
harmony will be produced.”

Tolstoi remarked, “I have the same opinion you
have. Some of both kinds of music would be quite
right, in my estimation.”

Gounod continued, “After the war ‘jazz’ is going
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the blast of bugles. Again came the voices, “Peace
on earth,” and the Spirit above us echoed, ‘“Peace!
Peace! Peace!”

Then there was a tramping of feet and there was
a turmoil of cries and glad voices in rejoicing, and I
saw all the happy faces and heard the glad tidings on
every side.

And from the atmosphere came marching those
many beings who had gone to fight for truth. I heard
them say as they passed, and their words were like the
rustling of angels’ wings, “All is well, all is well.”

Oh, how can I tell you, my reader, how can I tell
you, the great joy that exalted each being in the astral,
as they heard the glad tidings on every hand. From
out the great space came a voice, “There is peace on
earth! Thy Will is done!”

And I saw them pass—carrying flaniing torches
of red gold—those great white guards who had done
their duty, and as they carried on, there was no tired
strain in their eyes; there was nothing but glory, and
I knew that they had helped the earth on to peace and
justice and right and life eternal.

In their midst was one illumined in light, carry-
ing in her hand an emblem of truth, and I felt that the
beautiful mystic features were those of Jeanne d’Arc.

And from the heavens there came the tolling of
eternity’s bell and that great assembly rose in a mighty
light, and we seemed to take the hand of the Master,
and went upward with Him under the wings of the
God of Might and of Light.
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